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i want to tell you some things first before 
you leave, here in new york city it has rained 
every day, even for just a tiny bit, for the past 
week, it is approaching late June & i fill my days 
full any way i can because i have, still, an 
internship that doesn't exist: a long story not 
now worth repeating, but there is so much to do to 
make & to see that really i have been quite busy. 

by the second week of august i will move 
back to Connecticut as my friend masa has asked me 
to be art director & costumer for his thesis film 
"tag sale." i have no idea what i am doing, no, 
but i am excited, yes. 

September first i move back to wesleyan, to 
the lovely tudor building apartments on pearl 
street with jenna and basil (he being mon chat) & 
i cannot tell you how excited i am. i cannot think 
of a better person to live with than jenna. also i 
will be a t.a. for pre-1860 american literature 
which should be bizarre after taking a year off 
from school; i have no idea what i am doing, no. 

i have been spreading rumors that i am 
going to rome, italy in January and staying there 
through the summer, that is now untrue, for months 
it was true but now that i am back on the east 
coast i have realized the enormity of things i 
need to accomplish or finish or try at wesleyan in 
four semesters, i mean even in terms of classes 
let alone anything else and everything else and 
there are so many of those things really, two 
years straight in a place not new should be good 
for me i think, except of course i am fooling 
myself because wesleyan will be an entirely 
different place than it wa3 before, with half the 
population completely changed since i was last 
there, i visited the night before graduation this 
past may, just one day after i got back from 
kansas, & the whole time i was on campus i felt 
like i was searching for something but i didn't 
know what it was. i still haven't found it. 
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i am at home now with my past, all of it, 
for just one week before i move into new york city 
for the summer, hardwood floors and extensive 
gardens outside and ray parents, sweating in the 
sun until after dark, the lines in their hands 
smoothed with dirt, and here i am inside with 
books and books and abandoned art projects, pieces 
of dolls and fabric and unfinished paintings, 
suitcases of zines and my cat from kansas asleep 
on the bed in the other room. 

these are things i left in kansas: i don't 
even know what, the faat is i have seen so much in 
the past three weeks that whenever i blink i watch 
a thousand movies in one image right after the 
other nonsensical and strange: an oversized tea 
aup of coffee in flagstaff dark dark casinos of 
slot machines and electronic $1 poker games at 
every chair at every bar in las vegas and the red 
rock giant alien forms in utah and the lush green 
hills of California after the rain oh, all and 
everything, the flatness of ohio that could be 
kansas that could be part of California, the 
foliaged familiarity of new jersey approaching 
home, the dingy family restaurant turned 
neighborhood dive bar in uptown minneapolis. the 
fact is still while i drove home when i hadn't 
reached here yet i would blink and see a thousand 
landscapes on the inside of my eyelids and open 
them, my eyes, and still be driving, still 
looking, two weeks ago at night when we'd sleep in 
the parked car by the railroad traaks ray hip would 
hurt and it all and everything, everything i had 
seen this whole past year, would be on playback as 
inward bound trains blew me awake with whistle 
screams, in one state i kissed a boy who had been 
married and divorced; in another a barkeeper on 
his birthday bought Stephanie and me a round of 
c*-cA4fcAi.(L&. and after, when we went out into the 
dark deserted downtown like a ghost town at the 
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foot of a mountain, a herd of deer crossed in 
front of us delicately gracefully as a black cat 
followed us to a dirt road: that was new mexico. 
this is all the truth, there is too much that is 
true to have room to make anything up. 

but there's this: how can there be so many 
different planets within one country, how could i 
have seen so many things and be back in a place 
where i came from, how can you get to all of these 
places almost at once and then go back to any one 
place, and stay there, even just for a while. 

two and a half years ago i found a tiny 
tiny yellow pitcher in a thrift shop in a small 
Connecticut town two hours away and on this 
pitcher was the inscription memorytown usa. i 
turned to the boy next to me, a newer friend of a 
new friend, and i said something like this: how 
lovely, this, i mean memorytown usa could be 
anyone '8 town or everyone's town, i remembered 
this incident while driving in the Colorado 
mountains and while i hadn't been planning on 
stopping my old zine muffin bones and starting a 
new one when i remembered this, well, i wanted to 
begin again, five years and nineteen issues is a 
lot of baggage to carry. 
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what do you do when you fall in love 
with a place you are about to leave. 
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that all, all of that, that thousand 
ldays in one day, was no more than one 
Imonth ago. 
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20 bus #7 2 stamps: kelli * pob 170612 * san 
fwncisco, ca * 9411V * who doesn't love public 
transportation & this zine is all true tales from 
the sf bus. funny heartwarming urban sort of love 
letters to mass transit t the city of dreams. 
bott omfeeder #5 SI & 2 stamps/trade: carolee * box 
84 2 2 * columbus, oh * 43201 * it will break your 
heart, that sort of lovely, drawings of saints (. 
the best of personal writing about getting 
married, obsessions with religious objects, tools, 
weights, old things, politeness, family 
relationships. carolee is one of my absolute 
favorite people her zine is one of my absolute 
favorite things so get out your stamps, daffodil 
#15 trade/$l: emily * pob 124 * willington, ct * 
06279 * for the past 4 years i have been asking 
you all to order this zine so if you haven't yet 
what are you waiting for as it has been my 
favorite since forever? and this issue is her 
best: handstamped words & images s. colored inserts 
of paper S. beautiful photocopied images & then oh 
best of all the writing: lyrical, honest & 
perfect, autobio but near fiction writing about 
holidays, relationships, zine making, snow, 
hockey, dreams, doris #10 $16 2 stamps: cindy * 
pob 1734 * asheville, nc * 28802 * the story of 
her travels in Siberia: love & norway 6. 
before it rains & army boys & train 
kickball & international punk & 
heartbreak & complete inspiration, type written & 
hand written & goofy drawings 6. the most direct 
the most real & loveliest straight-forward 
story tellinq narrative, everyone i meet recently 
says doris is the most amazing zine & read it & 
you'll know it is true, limousine #6 $2x libby * 
pob 14715 * san luis obispo, ca" * 93406 * film 
zine meets very very well-written feminist 
perzine: barbara Stanwyck, moving, tales of missed 
shows, fear, sweet honest but near fiction 
testaments to friends & family, the messy eater #5 
$1 i 2 stamps/ trader elka * 148 via baja * 
ventura, ca * 93003 * tiny left handed zine with 
great scratchy dark drawings (. terrifically honest 
i, beautiful writing on summer, places, travel, 
school, fatness, hope #14 / you might as well lm 
#7 $2 to elissa nelson or lauren martin * bard 
college * annandale, ny * 12504 * a terrific split 
issue that is not so much split as shared, coming 
of age crush & love story fiction, articles on 
race, zine3 & activism, cute drawings, recipes, 
musinqs on the chanqing nature of home & travel, 
haiku, oh it is lovely you really need this zine 
that just radiates "i was made by two rad girls in 
love." plus it has a delicate pretty cover made 
out of that gold foil tissue like paper sold in 
Chinatown, i think you burn it at temples, i am 
not sure, lovely. 
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the days of before leaving kansaa my 
thought processes were like this: not too long ago 
it was winter and very cold and i felt always the 
compulsion to go somewhere else to be somewhere 
new, to always drive somewhere i had never been to 
before, but now that this place — lawrence, 
kansas — a place that was once new is now old and 
so old it is about to be my past, it is new again, 
i cannot look enough, on these last few days 
before i leave and abandon the structure of my 
life — the store where i worked, the bars where 
i dranfc cocktails and had tiny intimate 
conversations that were so, so huge, or clubs 
where i watched bands play — i want to be nowhere 
else, the fact of my leaving is already so 
definite, there will always be times to go new 
places: and they come soon and sooner, but these 
last few tangible days of a life 10 months in the 
making, well, all i want to do is sit outside the 
sidewalk cafe with a half read novel and my 
journal and iced tea, ray shoulders feeling hot 
through my old cotton black lace dress and the 
smell of cigarettes and the sound of children 
singing loud near shouting out of turn just one 
block away maybe just out of sight. 




so that was the end of april, trying so 
hard to fill up the days with space in 
lawrence, something tangible to remember, people 
leave towns all the time, people leave a town like 
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P Fresh Pacific Ocean air and the mo/ning sun make for another 
beautiful day in the Castro and Noe Valley neighborhoods of 

Francisco. In the distance the Financial District, tjie Bay i ■* 
ige and the East Bay Hills can be seen. fV.Wp |K"{«0Ck- J^C C £ 
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